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This particular-aspect of post-war Europe I cabled in stirring
language to my paper. I believe it raised quite a lot of money
for refugee relief. At all events I received another thousand
dollars for myself, and a cable by return telling me that I was
a born journalist.
VI
When I got back to my destroyer on the fifth day, the
Commodore suggested that if I wished to leave Smyrna I
could do so in the U.S. destroyer L	that was leaving at
ten p.m. for Piraeus. It seemed the only thing to do. No
passenger steamers called at Smyrna, and although I had no
need to go to Greece I accepted the offer. Needless to say how
sad I was to go. The appalling realities of those days had
cemented us into a kind of camaraderie. I felt a real affection
for the ship's company, whose courtesy and kindness could
never be adequately acknowledged.
How that destroyer pierced through the night! The sen-
sation was quite different from that of an ordinary steamer.
The reverberations of the engines were not the same, and there
was a sense of speed. The next morning we glided into
Piraeus. A launch conveyed me and my luggage to the landing
steps where I called a taxi. Having arrived in a warship
there were no formalities of customs or passports. Would
that entiy into foreign countries were always as simple!
My first enquiry was for a ship to Constantinople. Having
satisfied myself on that score, I passed through the modern
Greek capital with my mental eyes tight shut and opened them
only when I reached the Acropolis, It was a hot day and out of
season (the 1st of October) and therefore there were no tourists.
I had it very nearly to myself, and gave full rein to my over-
whelming sense of having been there before. I had always
known that I had lived in Greece. Even A. P. Sinner^ my
old friend of the Theosophical Society, had corroborated for
methisbelief. He claimed to have found out that I had once
beenawoman sculptor, and that by my craft I earned sufficient

